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she would wait for him outside the Ministry tomorrow,, pistol in hand.
She was fond enough of publicity to do it. But tomorrow she would be
calmer. She was too concerned for herself to be the kind that commits
murder.

"Simon, if you leave me tonight I shall kill myself."

"That indeed would be the only service you could do me," he replied.

"Don't you believe me? Don't you believe I'm capable of doing
it?"

"Absolutely not/' Simon said.

To feel herself hated was already more than she could bear. But to
be despised as well, and to this extent...

"All right, you'll see/' she said.

She went into the bathroom, took a tube of veronal from the
medicine-cupboard, came back and showed it to Simon.

"Yes, I see it," he said.  "But you can't blackmail me."

"It isn't blackmail."

"Really?"

He defied her with a cruel, cynical gaze and she stared back at him.
Simon's lips suddenly puckered as an idea came to him.

He took the tube, went into the bathroom, filled a tooth glass with
water and poured the whole contents of the full tube into it. He looked
in the cupboard, found another tube, counted out another ten tablets
and dissolved them. He felt a strange and rather pleasant excitement.
He was acting with extreme lucidity. As might a practised criminal, he
wiped the tubes and the handle of the spoon with a towel to remove his
fingerprints. Then he came back into the bedroom, carrying the glass
in the towel, as if he were drying its bottom. Should there be an
inquest, it would be safer.

"You beast, you filthy beast," Sylvaine muttered.

It occurred to her that she had used the same word to De Voos and
to Wilner; they were all beasts. All men behaved disgustingly when
they left her. It was as if they invented for her a peculiar perfidy, a
particular ignominy. But this one beat the lot, and by a long way.

He put the glass down on the bedside table.

"There you are," he said.

She did not move. Her eyes staring, she thought of her fate, of the
appalling fate that always attracted to her hatred and vengeance, that
inspired men with the most horrible ideas and made her lovers her
worst enemies. Why hope for another, why look for another? The
others would all be the same.

"You see," said Simon.

"What do I see?" she murmured.

"That you're a coward."

"Why am I a coward? Because I don't commit suicide."

"No, because you always say you're going to do things that you're
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